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JESSY'S WEDDING RING." 



IN THREE PARTS, 



In the far north of England's ifle, 
A dark laborious city ftands, 
Whofe inmates fcarce have time to fmile, 
And feldom fold their wearied hands. 
Above, the fmoke of inner fires 
Darkens the blue of fummer's fky ; 
And all around, like fun'ral pyres. 
Rich mounds of coal opprefs the eye. 
The blacken'd grafs is trodden down. 
And Nature's fongfters hang their heads ; 



A veil 



\ 



A veil of fmoke wraps field and town, 
Whilft flowers languifli in their beds. 
Yet they are Nature's keenefl friends. 
Who rarely fee her face to face : 
For tnem each bough with beauty bends. 
Ana charms in veil the meanefl place. 
To thofe poor toilers underground. 
Each fabbath feems a treafure giv'n. 
And ev'ry rural fight and found 
Speaks to their fimplc fouls of Heav'n ! 
And hearts as true, and hopes as fond. 
As any found in Poet's page. 
May flourifli here, for Love's true bond 
Is not confined to place or age. 

In this dark corner of the land 
There dwelt a lovely cottage maid. 
Her father led the hard-work'd band. 
Who earn their bread in earth's cold fhade ; 

But 



But fhe no thought of danger knew, 
A fecond home fhe deem'd the mine. 
And thus the lovely " Jefly " grew 
To be a maiden tdl and fine : 
Her funny ringlets were the theme 
Of many a miner's ev'ning long ; 
Her dark eyes, with their laughing gleam, 
Seemed meteors to the humble throng. 
Of many fuitors, two there were. 
Keen, anxious rivals for her hand. 
One, " Michael," was. the braveft there. 
An honour to the collier band : 
The other, " Bafil," with dark brow, 
A fullen fellow deem'd at beft. 
Yet many a warm, impaffion'd vow 
Of his, was nurfed in Jefly 's breaft. 
Some faid he drank, — " an idle tale," 
She knew him better than the herd ; 



Some ! 



Some thought he poach'd — ^her cheek grew pale. 

Why fhould flie heed a *•' fland'rous word ? " 

Young Michael was an orphan lad. 

His only hope in Jeffy lay ; 

She called him Ipiritlefe and fad. 

And from his whifpers turned away. 

One Sabbath eve, at Jeffy's gate. 

The rivals met with kindling eyes ; 

Each fear'd the other's happier fate. 

Each trembled for the tender prize. 

At length young Michael, friend to peace. 

Said, ** Bafil, you muft afk her now ; 

" If fhe confents, my joy will ceafe, 

" But I to her free choice fliall bow." 

Dark Bafil nodded, entered in. 

Spoke to the father, prefled the maid ; 

Poor Michael trembled, " He will win, 

" Why is her anfwer thus delayed ? ** 



At 



At length it came, the word was " Yes," 

And Bafil pleading hafte withdrew. 

He faid to Michael, " Can you guefs ?" 

That all was over Michael knew. 

He only murmur'd, " Treat her well," 

And on the morrow left the mine : 

Full foon the knowing goffips tell 

Why he enlifted for the line. 

Fair Jeffy, Bafil by her fide, 

Had not one tear for Michael's pain; 

There could not be a happier bride — 

His lofs was her moft welcome gain. 

But Sorrow's bitter cup was mix'd. 

And fhadows fell o'er Jefly's lot : 

Her wedding-day was fcarcely fix'd. 

When Death's cold footflieps near'd the fpot. 

How oft he takes his cruel ftand 

Where Hope and Pleafure pafl!ed before ! 

Their 



.\ 




Their fcatter'd flowers in his hand 

Shall yield their fragrant breath no more ! 

And yet he dwells near Mercy's feat. 

The kindeft friend our God has giv'n ; 

We follow him with wearied feet 

To reft our trembling fouls in Heaven ! 



Part IL 




The morn was fair, and Jefly rofe 

Her father's early meal to fhare ; 

He breakfafts, kifles her, and goes 

Off to the pit, to perifh there ! 

A flacken'd rope, a carelefs hand, 

A 'bafket turned, and all is o*er ! 

Take up the body, weeping band, 

Thofe mangled limbs will move no more ! 

And Jefly comes, her dark eyes wild. 

Her lips apart in keen deipair ! 

Oh ! fl'ght of anguifli for his child. 

And thus to die without a prayer ! 

In that dark moment, BafiFs voice 

Had loft its powV, — God alone 

Could 



Could bid her ftricken heart rejoice. 

And hearken to the orphan's groan. 

Another grief! — ^it had been thought 

Her father faved a yearly ftore ; 

But 'twas not fo, and there was nought 

To pay for the black drefs fhe wore ! 

A blow to Bafil ! was this all ? 

An empty houfe, a pauper bride ? 

He drank that night ; love turned to gall. 

He fought to caft all claims afide. 

He dared not leave her, left the throng 

Should taunt him with the cruel deed. 

He knew her love was far too ftrong 

To perifli^ though her heart might bleed. 

He laid a plot with cruel aim. 

To wed her in fome diftant town^ 

Then leave her, fpeak of her with fhame ; 

Her woman's ftrength would foon break down ! 

Then, 



Then, free to lead a finful life. 

Encumbered by no legal tie. 

She dared not call herfelf his wife. 

For there fhould be no witnefs by. 

'Twas a dark deed ; he fpoke of change. 

And by his words (he fbon was led 

In a vaft northern city ftrange. 

An unknown prieft the fervice read. 

He took her home, denied the fa6t. 

And dared her to alTume his name. 

He hid her ring, oh ! cruel aft ! 

To load an orphan's lot with fhame ! 

She dared not fpeak, Hope all but fled. 

She meekly fat on his hearth-ftone. 

And many a fcalding tear was fhed 

By that young wife, denied and lone. 

Her neighbours raifed contemptuous eyes : 

They " thought as much, fhe was too grand ; " 



" Poor X 



" Poor Michael loft a wondrous prize ! 
" Such depth they could not underftandJ 
And Bafil fought to make her go ; 
He fpoke of her in pitying tone : 
" She will not leave me, and you know, 
" Poor creature, fhe is all alone ! " 
But Jefly pray'd and waited ftill. 
Her confcience knew no guilt or ihame ; 
Submiffive to her Maker's will. 
She felt that He could clear her name. 
Ere the long year had palTed away. 
Poor Jefly wept o'er Bafil's child, 
A little maiden — happy day ! 
He would not drive a mother wild. 
Take it and go, 'tis nought to me, 
Tm wearied by this endlefs ftrife." 
Then Jefly bent her trembling knee. 
And pray'd to Bafil as his wife : 



n 
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Oh! 



* Oh ! not for me and my poor name 

* I claim my hidden rights from thee ; 

* Thy love is gone, and words of fhame 

* Have not the pow'r to torture me ; 

* 'Tis for thy daughter, — from my breaft 

* She ieems to urge a feeble cry ! 

* Shall fhe not know the flielter'd reft 

* Of Home ? oh ! rather let her die ! 

* She is thy own ; in future years 

* Her little hands may toil for thee. 

* Give her thy name, and I with tears 

* Will leave thy houfe, and fet thee free. 

* Wilt thou not take her ? muft (he bear 

* Her mother's forrow, helplefs thing ? 

* Have mercy, Bafil ! let me wear, 

* For her dear fake, my wedding ring ? 

* Nay, frown not, ftrike not ! if 'tis giv'n, 

* We both will leave thee, feek no more. 



" For ^ 



" For ne'er again, fo help me Heav'n, 

" Will I of thee a boon implore ! " 

She ceafed, and he from fome dark nook 

Gave her the ring. She fmiled, in vain ; 

He left her with his drunken look, — 

On earth they never met again ! 

With lawlefs mates he poach'd that night. 

Then fought with them a fordid inn ; 

There play'd and drank till morning's light 

Fell gently on the haunts of fin. 

Poor Jeffy, ere the fun was high. 

Stole gently from her lonely bed ; 

Striving to hufh her infant's cry. 

Away from that fad home fhe fled. 

She dared not flay; he might once more 

Hide the mute witnefs of his vow ! 

Her girlhood's dream of love was o'er. 

His child was all fhe cherifh'd now. 

She 



She meant to feek in the far weft 

A fea-port town — her Aunt lived there ; 

To God fhe meekly left the reft. 

He would not fcorn an orphan's prayer. 

She begged her way from fpot to fpot. 

With blifter'd feet and wearied tread ; 

Hard words her portion, grief her lot. 

Maternal love her foofteps led. 

How dear that infant, who could guefs ! 

Kind mothers help'd her on her way. 

And thoughts of forrow did not prefs. 

As in her arms it warmly lay. 

Oh, children ! Christ's own chofen flow'rs. 

The pearls of His eternal Throne, 

Still on your path His mercy fhowVs, 

Still does He mark you for His own ! 

He feeds the lambs, they iweetly fleep 

In fafety on their Saviour's breaft. 

And 



And when they die we fhould not weep. 
Their Shepherd lulls them into reft. 
Oh, mothers ! who give birth in fhame. 
Why feek to cover fin with fin ? 
Your child may earn himfelf a name. 
In after years your bread may win. 

Treat well the charge your God has fent, 

Forfaken mothers, ftarving wives. 

There comes a fearful punifhment 

To thofe who fhorten infant lives! 

Poor Jefi^^ would in any cafe 

Have loved and treated well her child. 

Upon whofe little, helplefs face. 

No earthly father ever fmiled. 

But there were days of keen delpair, 

Unfhelter'd nights, and thoughts of dread. 

Poor Jefly of the funny hair 

Could fcarcely raife her feeble head. 

Oh, 



oh, weary feet ! oh, tearful eyes ! 

Oh, tender foul inured to ftrife ! 

There yet remains a glorious prize. 

And hope ends not with mortal life. 

Poor Jefly nought of fcience knew, 

Of ftarry wonders, pafling rare. 

Nor why the arch of Heaven feem'd blue. 

She knew enough — her God was there ! 

And on fhe went with patient truft. 

Her child her comfort. Faith her guide ; 

Through cold and wet, through heat and duft. 

So meek, and yet fo forely tried. 

At length, poor wand'rer, thin and pale. 

She reached the town, her Aunt lived near — 

A kindly dame, who heard her tale. 

And bade her welcome with a tear. 

Then fever came, and grief found vent 

In many a wild delirious cry. 



Her 



N 



Her litde ftrength was all but fpent. 
Her infant fafe, (he well might die. 
*Twas not to be, her life was fpared. 
She rofe once more with grateful heart ; 
And, health returned, fhe gladly fhared 
The houfehold toil, and did her part. 

No more poor Jefly's cheek is pale. 
With glowing eyes her babe fhe lifts ; 
For they who pais through Sorrow's vale, 
Moft juftly prize their Maker's gifts. 



Part III. 



In the old church's tottVing pile. 
No human fkill can prop for long, 
A chrift'ning party fiHs the aifle. 
And Jefly ftands amid the throng. 
Her outcaft babe fhe offers there 
To One whofe mercy alters not — 
Who promifes a home more fair 
Than ever falls to mortal lot. 
Near the old font (he kneels afide. 
Tears for the paft fuffufe her eyes; 
Once more (he trembles as a bride, 
And Bafil gives the golden prize. 
TAis the refult — oh ! cruel fate ! 
Can (he forgive ? She has forgiven ! 



For 



C 1. 



For him (he prays — 'tis not too late — 
And he may meet his wife in Heav'n ! 
Did fomething fall ? Was there a found ? 
'Twas Jefly's ring. Oh f haplefs day ! 
Her hand was thin, the emblem round 
Slipt gently off, and roird away ! 
She knew it not,: — her form was there. 
But her fad thoughts were in the paft. 
When life was in its morning fair. 
No fhadows o'er the future caft. 
She took her babe, upon whofe brow 
The holy drops were fhining ftill. 
And breathed a mother's fervent vow. 
To ferve with it her Maker's will. 
The humble party left the fane. 
Their fimple hearts with gladnefs fill'd ; 
Joy for the infant's glorious gain. 
No worldly thoughts their pleafiire chill'd. 



The 



The modeft chrift'ning feaft prepared. 

The litde Jefly's health the toaft. 

Kind neighbours pray'd (he might be (pared 

To be her mother's deareft boaft. 

That mother, ere an hour had fled, 

Mifled the loved (ign, and fought in vain ; 

In bitterne(s her tears were (hed. 

To lofe her trea(ure thus again. 

The aifle was (earched without fucce(s 

(Beneath the font a crevice lay). 

Perhaps 'twas ftolen — ^who could gue(s ? 

No, in that chink 'twas hid from day ! 

And time pafled on ; poor Jefly (igh'd 

Whene'er (he view'd her hand forlorn ; 

The voice of malice fternly tried 

To prove no ring was ever worn. 

Two years pa(red on, and Jefly wrote 

To Bafil oft, without reply. 



Her 



Her peaceful life events of note 

Difturb'd not, as it glided by. 

But juftice had overtaken crime. 

And truth's foft accents fpoke at laft ; 

For Jefly came a golden time — 

A recompenfe for forrows paft. 

One eve, her occupations o'er. 

She fat and watch'd the billows play ; 

Her home was on the pebbly (hore. 

Beyond it ftretch'd the gentle bay. 

And as fhe gazed, a ftep fhe heard — 

Why ihould her heart fo wildly beat ? 

Could it be Michael ? Oh ! abfurd. 

No more they twain on earth fhould meet ! 

A moment more, and Michael Hands 

Before her, as in by-gone days ! 

She trembles as fhe clafps her hands. 

Her drooping eyes fhe dares not raife. 

Had 



Had fhe been his, a happier fate 

Than fhe deferved had been her own : 

She knew it now, alas ! too late. 

The punifhment was hers alone. 

At length fhe fpoke, and fain would hide 

From him her life's ill-fated tale ; 

But he began, " At Bafirs fide 

" I fwore to feek thee without fail. 

" I come at Bafil's lafl: requefl 

" To tell you that his life is o'er. 

" He died repentant, and to refl 

" His God has laid him — afk no more ! 

" Your wrongs are known, reflored your name, 

" Your hufband's written oath I bring.** 

Here Michael flarted, " Whofe the blame, 

" I fee you wear no wedding ring ?" 

Then Jeffy, weeping, told the truth — 

How dear that fymbol would be now, — 

A 



A link *twixt womanhood and youth. 
Sign of the widow*s early vow. 
And long they talked of him, the dead, 
Whofe faults fhould fhare his humble grave. 
Above them Mercy's mantle fpread. 
They hoped in One who died to fave. 
And Bafirs widow gladly heard 
That he had prayed to be forgiven, — 
Had breathed her name, a dying word. 
And left her to the care of Heaven ! 
Then Michael's tale was limply told : 
He had been wounded for the Crown, 
Had been difcharged, and paid to hold 
An office in fome diftant town. 
His promife kept, he faid " Farewell," 
But parting, killed the widow's child. 
And Jelly's Aunt would llily tell 
That at the moment fome one fmiled. 

Two 



Two other years have quickly gone. 
And Jefly treads the beach once more ; 
She fmiles, for fhe is not alone. 
And Michael's footfteps prels the fhore. 
Ere long, within the old church towV, 
The ancient bells make merry found. 
And, long deferred, his happieft hour 
To Michael comes, with bleffings crown'd. 
And Jefly guards her fecond ring 
With zealous care ; — there is no need. 
Her hand is rounder now, the Spring 
Of her life's day is come indeed. 
The harbour of her reft fhe gains. 
Her patient heart finds peace at lafl:. 
Much happinefs on earth remains. 
For love's oblivion hides the paft. 



Oh! 



Oh, maidens ! learn from Jefly^s tale 
To ponder well ere you decide ! 
How many a woman, worn and pale. 
Once deemed herfelf a happy bride. 
But when the awful vows are made. 
Whatever your portion, meekly bear ; 
The time will come, though long delayed. 
When God fhall hearken to your prayer. 
Hope often droops her fhining wing. 
And Faith can own a fadden*d heart, 
Whilft Joy may hide, like Jefly*s ring. 
Once more on earth to play a part. 



Long years have paffed, the old church aifles 
Are taken down, and Ibme will figh, — 
The heart clings to anceftral piles, 
Tho' nobler mouldings greet the eye. 

Each 



Each creaking ftair, each narrow pew. 

Is fwept away ; and on the fpot 

A modern temple charms the view — 

So perfeft, we regret them not. 

The font was moved, and in the duft 

Beneath was found a mildew'd ring, — 

Some facrcd relic, and it muft 

Be term'd a confecrated thing. 

How came it there ? Myfterious prize. 

In the mufeum henceforth its place. 

Too precious for unlearned eyes, — 

A relic of a by-gone race ! 

Poor Jeify of the funny hair, 
Whofe Ipirit long fince join'd the bleft. 
Thy long-loft treafure ftill is there. 
But thou, the weary, art " at reft.'' 

Auguji, 1862. 



THE ^ 



THE STARVING WEAVER^S PRAYER. 



Ye happy thoufands, turn your gaze on me. 
And call our gende Saviour's words to mind — 

*^ The poor are always with you/* Who would be 
Deaf to my prayer, or to my miPry blind ? 

God knows how long my wife has flowly pined. 
How my poor infants clamour for their bread ; 

Their little faces feem by forrow lined. 

Their mother cannot warm them ; weeks have fped. 
And ftill in gnawing want their father hangs his 
head. 



Reproach us not with former want of care — 
In comfort oncct the forer feems our need. 

Ye 



( 27 ) 

Ye wealthy thoufands, from your tables fpare 

Some fcatter^d crumbs, our ftarving babes to feed ! 
We can do nought but pray— our hearts muft bleed. 

Our tears abound : the loom ftands idly by ; 
Gaunt are the hands which ufed to urge its Ipeed, 

Keen the defpair in many a funken eye. 

Oh ! is there help in man ? God, hear us, or we die ! 



Now gloomy winter comes to fill our cup 
Of cold and hunger to its dreadfiil brim, — 

Our beds are bare, our own poor rags torn up 
To fhield our children, numbed thro* ev'ry limb. 

This is our Saviour*s birth-time. Oh ! thro' Him 
We hope to keep the lambs for whom He died 

From hunger's lingering death in torments grim : 
He chofe the path of forrow, — ^fide by fide 
His footfteps flood with Want! — In Him our hearts 
confide. 

'Tis 



'Tis everywhere the fame : a father worn 
To premature decay ; the mother*s breaft 

Torn by the cries of babes in hunger bom ; 
Days of deep anguifh, nights of troubled reft ; 

The war ftiU raging in the far-off Weft 

To plunge us all in woe ! God, hear and fave, 

Difpofe kind hearts to help us with keen zeft. 
Or we muft end our lengthened ftrugglcs brave, 
And feek with thofe we love, a not unwelcome 
grave! 

November 30, 1862. 



GONE 



GONE HOME! 



Gone home ! A good man finks to reft. 
And fobs convulfe a nation's breaft — 

Her Prince is gone ! 
Gone home ! In prime of manly power. 
No prayers delay'd the untoward hour — 
His work was done ! 
A fleeping city ftarts ! What means that midnight 

knell ? 
It echoes to the air a kingdom^s lad farewell ! 

Her Queen is lone ! 
Her good Prince gone ! 

Gone home ! Gone home ! 



Gone 






Gone home ! Oh, hu(band, father, friend ! 
Thy God was with thee to the end, 

Man's help is none ! 

Thy gain is great! Thy crown is given, — 

No breath of envy enters Heaven. 

God's will be done ! 

Thou art with Him who guided thee below. 

And thou haft thy reward ; but ftill the flow 

Of England's grief 
Knows no relief. 

Gone home ! Gone home ! 



Gone home ! From earth's moft dazzling fcenes. 
From all the treafure fcience gleans. 

Gone far away ! 
Cut down in youth ! Thy fhorten'd fpan 
A warning gives to finite man 

To " watch and pray ! " 

Alas! 



(31 ) 

Alas ! thy ftar is fet to fond, admiring eyes. 

In Heaven to ftiine again, in brighter, purer guife. 

That great mind free ! 

Oh, God ! to Thee 

Gone home ! Gone home ! 



Gone home ! this month of all the year ! 
But Christ fhall blefs our tribute tear, — 

Let England weep ! 
The holly wreath and cyprefs bough 
Muft fadly blend together now, 
And Mirth fhall fleep ! 
The echo of our Prince's funVal bell 
Shall herald in our chaften'd Chriftmas well. 

One whom we loved, 
Whofe care we proved. 

Gone home ! Gone home ! 



Gone 



( 32) 

Gone home ! The Royal Widow heard. 
Upheld by God, each dying word 

With anguifh keen ! 
Her little flock in prayer knelt by. 
Her people murmur'd with a figh, 
" God fave the Queen ! " 
For He alone can fave ; and by His tender hand 
Our monarch fliall be foothed, and cheered her ftricken 

She is not lone, [land. 

Though one is gone, 

Gone home \ Gone home ! 



Gone home f The year is almoft dead, — 
How few pafl^ed o*er that royal head 

By wifdom flored. 
Alas ! e*en now a found from far 
Speaks to our heavy hearts of war, — 

Oh, help us. Lord ! 



Our 



Our Sovereign's love is wrecked — her earthly guide is 

gone ! 
A Prince's voice is hufh'd — a Royal heart left lone ! 

The dying year 
Says with a tear, 

" Gone home ! Gone home ! " 
December 17, 1861. 



ENIGMA. 



ENIGMA^ 

No I. 



*Tis iirft In my fong, it infpires my mufe. 

And Syrens without it their fweetnefs would lofe ; 

In pathos of mufic 'tis wafted above. 

Its whilpers are heard in the paffion of love. 

It foars in the fky, in the fenate takes place. 

And heads ev*ry fport, tho' it lags in the chafe. 

The foldier it loves, for it fharpens his fword ; 

It heads the proud fhip with the failor on board ! 

The fun's brighteft ray by its help muft be fhed, 

Tho* it hurls forth the ftorm o*er the mariner's head. 

It falls on the grafs in the foftening ftiow'r 

And blooms mid the rofes of liimmer's fair bow'r. 

It 




It has the firft fliare in her Majefly*s fmile. 
In filence it dwells in the midft of her ifle. V^ 

The bright ftars of Heaven without it would lack. 
Or change to a fubftance adhefive and black. ^ 
In " Paradife Loft " it begins the fublime, ^- 

With Shaldpeare immortal it lives beyond time ; 
With forrow it weeps o*er the grave of the dead ; 
It fupported the foul which to Heav'n is fled. 
It dwells in xhtjlejhy yet in Spirit it flies 
To that glorious fhore where the foul never dies. 
And no wifdom without it exifting could be. 
Though with Sappho it fprang to the depths of the 
fea.^ 

January y 1852. 
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A PRAYER TO THE HOLY SPIRIT. 



Oh, Holy Spirit ! come. 
And in my ftony heart 

Thy dwelling take ; 
For, by thy gentle art. 
Which well performs its part. 

Me holy Thou canft make. 

Sweet Charity infuie. 
That never dreams of ill. 

And loveth all : 
It hath to foes good-will. 
And treats them kindly ftill. 

And forrows if they fall. 



With 



With gende, open palm. 
It gives a loving dole. 

Makes ficknefs flee ! 
Bright jewel of the foul. 
Which makes it pure and whole, 

I pray Thee, come to me 1 



Oh, Spirit 1 take away 
My overweening pride, 

Which governs all : 
It fcorns, and will deride. 
Loves others* faults to chide. 

And comes before a fall. 



Give finglenefs of heart 
And purity to me — 
They are not mine ; 



I 



I pray alone to Thee 
To fend this gift to me. 
Which is fb truly Thine. 



Subdue the angry ftorms 
Which rife within my breaft. 

By Thy power. 
Give calm and holy reft. 
Which makes its owner bleft. 

Bright Heaven's own flower ! 



Oh ! give me felf-denial. 
That I may learn to yield 

My ftubborn will : 
*Tis not a fword to wield. 
It is a tranquil fhield 

To ward off ev*ry ill. j 



'Neath 



( 39 ) 

'Neath Virtue's narrow bridge 
The keyftone of the arch 

Is felf-denial : 
With flow and fleady pace. 
Strong in the Spirit's grace 

It conquers each trial. 



Oh, Spirit of the Lord ! 
Give me the placid mind 

Which envies not : 
Contented, cheerful, kind. 
Unwilling to be blind 

To its immortal lot ! 



Oh ! make me flridlly jufl 
In everything I fay. 
In all I do ; 



That 
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That I may tread the way 
Of virtue every day. 

Impartial, ftrift, and true ! 

Oh, Holy Spirit ! come. 
And in my ftony heart 

Thy dwelling take ; 
For by Thy gentle art,. 
Which well performs its part. 

Me holy Thou canft make. 



THE 



THE SPIRIT OF MOUNT PILATUS. 



A GIANT link, Pilatus, feems thy form. 

Between the world of mountains and our earth ! 
Thou mifty, ftern foreteller of the ftorm, 

Which from thy craggy womb receives its birth. 
Call forth thy prif *ner, bid thy waters rife. 

And caft upon thy fhore their guilty dead ; 
Hide well that burden from all mortal eyes. 

And rear above the corpfe thy pointed head. 
By thy dim lake there flits a fhady guefl:, 

A form of frenzy, dark from Sin*s defpair ; 
It fhrieks with awe, and ftrikes its guilty breafl. 

For all the fiends of hell feem raging there. 
Hark to its piteous wail ! Thy naked rocks. 

Oh mountain ! feem to echo back the found ; 

An 



^ 1. 



And to that reftlefs foul the awful fhocks 

Of loofen*d fragments, rolling to the ground. 
Have powV to fay, " There is no hope for thee, 

" Thou murderer of Christ ! No angels here 
" Will fave thy foot in falling ! Where is He 

" Whom angels tend, — the banifher of fear, 
" Whofe power bends deftru6tion to His will ? 

" Doft wifh, oh tortured foul ! to tafte repofe ? 
" Then fall with us ! Hadft thou the powV to kill, 

" Yet canft not flay thyfelf ? Thou envieft thofe 
** Who feel no pain ! " The dread word " Crucify ** 

Ailails the fpirit next, and rings again 
With bitter hate. Once more the Hebrews cry. 

And memory fhows the Saviour mock*d in pain ! 
Now moonlight refts on thofe misfhapen crags, 

Whofe cruel fummits feem to pierce her breafl ; 
Tall Alpine trees, flapping the wind, like flags, 

Glean filver fragments from her radiant vefl ; 

The 



The homes of man lie fhelter'd in the vale ; 

Lucerne's calm lake, enamoured of the fky, 
Paints it within her bofom ; not a fail 

Shadows her deep repofe ; and fleeping nigh. 
Reft happy thoufands. Pilate knows no fleep ! 

His curfed fpirit, feared by keen remorfe. 
Tortures the mountain ; — cries, but cannot weep ; 

And ever fees one bleeding, facred corfe ! 
Unhappy Pilate ! hid within the cloud. 

Thou canft not hide from God*s all-fearching eye ! 
Are caves thy dark abode ? the mift thy fhroud ? 

In vain, — thy viftim is for ever nigh. 
When children point to thofe dark crags of gloom. 

And afk, " Why refts he not beneath the fed ? ** 
Fathers refpond, " No elements entomb 

" The coward judge who did not fear his God ! *' ^ 

November y 1854. 

THE 



(44) 



THE YOUNG HERO OF INKERMAN. 



Bright hopes of boyhood ! bloflbming each day. 
Cheering this dull exiftence with their bloom. 
Soothing the fbrrows of the world's rough way. 
And cafting many a halo o'er the tomb, — 
In the young foldier's heart your place aflume. 
And make therein your chofen dwelling-place ; 
Albeit fo young, his feems a fearful doom. 
For he muft run with Death a doubtful race. 
Far from his father's fide, his mother's fond embrace. 

We think of one whofe prefence haunts us now : 
The breath of war was fatal to our race ; 

Our 




Our hero died ere yet his young, fair brow 
Bore of an early grief the fleeting trace. 
He left us to look danger in the face ; 
For him the voice of fancy fpoke of fame. 
He long'd in glory's rank to take his place. 
And add new fplendour to an honoured name, — 
'Tis loved in one dear home from whence our hero 



came. 



He longs to join the noble-hearted band. 
Who, fearing nothing, breaft the tide of fate ; 
And if they fall, in falling fave their land — 
Young gallant viftims to a defpot's hate. 
His pow'r they crufh, and fave a helplefs ftate ; 
They fleep in death where their laft figh was giv'n, — 
Struck down to-day ; but yefterday elate 
With thoughts of pride, which well may be forgiven — 
Felt in a righteous caufe, approved by God in Heav'n. 

Nor 



Nor can his father from all pride refrain. 
To fee his fon a member of the brave ; 
In dreams his own bright boyhood comes again. 
Fighting for England in the hope to fave : 
Unheeded falls the fhadow of the grave, 
Difinifled the thoughts of w^oe, or mentioned 

not : 
More for a fbn a father could not crave ; 
It feems to both an enviable lot — 
To conquer or to fall,^ nor in that fall forgot ! 

Not fo his mother : her fond heart is wrung. 
And fain would crave a fhort and bleft delay. 
To him, her firftbom Ion, each hope that clung 
Seems fcatter'd now in terror's dark difmay ! 
With ftreaming eyes to Heaven fhe doth pray. 
Invoking Providence to guard his fate, 
"Thy will be done," with meeknefs hear her fay; 

" Teach 



" Teach him to feel how helplefs is his ftate, 

" And turn his heart to Thee before it be too late. 



His little brothers lofe a playmate kind. 
His iifter her companion and her friend, — 
Like him there is none other ; can fhe find 
A heart like his, whofe fondnefs knows no end ? 
She begs him, almoft fearing to offend. 
To ftay his hand from rafhnefs in the fight. 
In Ipirit would fhe fain his fleps attend. 
To guard his life by day, his refl by night, 
Suggefling dreams of home — a future of delight. 

And oh ! the parting ! Words can never paint 

The defolation of that difmal hour. 

When fears mount high, and cherifh'd hopes grow 

faint. 
And pride can boafl no more her fleeting pow*r ! 

His 




His father's heart had deem'd itfelf a tow'r. 
Proof againft weaknefs, fteerd by waning years ; 
Yet from his eyes there falls a tender fhow'r 
Of forrow's drops ; — thefe are the parting tears. 
And dreams of glory fade before a hoft of fears. 

The mother's woe lies in her breaft concealed. 

Though fobs difturb'd the midnight hour of reft. 

And terrors of the future, unreveal'd. 

Make fecret havoc in her anxious breaft. 

But in her parting this could fcarce be guefled : 

She gives no voice to her abforbing dread. 

All fad emotions are with care reprefTed ; 

She fhowers bleflings on her loved one's head. 

And lets him not perceive how much her heart has bled ! 

His fifter fteals a lock of fhining hair. 
And hides it in a paper often kifled : 

Its 



Its filken threads will form a bracelet fair. 
To twine around his weeping mother's wrift. 
Her hand, which from her eyes has dafli'd a mift 
Of tears, had painted his young noble head 
Upon the clafp. Ah ! little did fhe wift 
That foon the tears, by wildeft forrow fhed, 
Would fall upon that face, the likenefs of the dead. 



And they are left ! The child, the friend, is gone. 

And fobs are heard where his laft kifs was giv'n ! 

They form a circle, but each heart feels lone. 

The links of happinefs and home are riv'n. 

No longer can they ftrive, as they have ftriv'n, 

To wear a fmile which fcarcely plays its part ; 

Faults are forgotten, little things forgiv'n. 

The higheft tribute paid to his warm heart, 

And deeply Sorrow wounds with keenly-fharpen'd 

dart. 

He 



i 
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He goes, and fondly flings a parting gaze 
Upon the home he may not fee again. 
Shall he return, all clad in glory's praife. 
To banifh from it evr'y thought of pain ? 
His young heart bounds in triumph ; all in vain 
Do whifper'd warnings float acrofs his breaft ; 
He fees the foe lie heap'd around him flain, — 
Of youthful heroes he will prove the beft. 
And our noblefl Abbey may (belter his long 
reft. 



Reprefling tears, he leaves his native fliore, — 
There his fad father ftands to wave farewell ; 
Then burft the bitter drops their icy door. 
And lave the cheek where thofe laft kifl^es fell. 
His father watches, o'er the blue waves' fwell. 
The bark which bears his life's delight away. 
Pale with a dread no pow'rs of hope expel. 



He 



He turns to ftruggle through the weary day. 
Steeling his heavy heart, which feems to lofe its 
ftay. 

Behold, where now the objedt of his fear 

Watches the fhell fulfil its dread beheft ! 

The earth vibrates around him ; and more dear 

Seems life when guns are pointing to the breaft. 

He makes to Heav'n one hafty, fad requeft : 

" If I muft fall, let me in fight expire, 

** Not linger on in torture's broken reift ; 

** And ere I fall a vidlim to the fire, 

" May the great day be ours, — a vidtory entire !" 

The prayer was heard ; and as the day grows late. 
The ball brings death to that young noble head. 
He finks to earth, too confcious of his fate. 

Each buoyant limb falls heavily as lead. 

A 



A comrade bends o'er what he deems the dead. 
Wiping his brow, which duft and blood-drops ftain ; 
His pale lips open once, fome words are faid — 
" Tell all at home I hope to meet again !" — 
One figh ! and he is gone beyond the reach of 
pain. 

One moment gives us life, one more as brief 

Difmifles us immortal ! There he lies. 

Calm and majeftic, paft all pain and grief, 

A fmile denoting he has won the prize ; 

Whilft Angels, watching with their loving eyes, 

Protedt from fcorn his ipirit's houfe of clay — 

A home no more ! On happy wings he flies 

To thofe fair worlds where death can boaft no 

fway. 

No warlike rumours rife, no powers of man 

betray ; 

And 



And Angels waft his dying thought of joy, — 
That hope of meeting in another fphere, — 
To the fad hearts that wildly mourn their boy. 
And feel that death has made him doubly dear^ 
His father groans, yet fcarcely fheds a tear. 
And feems to brave the bitter blaft of woe; 
But weeping eyes are watching him in fear. 
Left Time, for once, inppportundy flow. 
Should fail to heal the wound^ which pains, but will 
not fhow. 



Oh, radiant Hope ! thou^ eanft not wake again 

The fond anticipation* which mifled : 

Grief governs now defpotic ; Hope in vain 

Would try to cheer the heart and raife the head. 

But fhe takes no denial ; foon is fhed 

A ray from her bright funfhine o'er the cloud : 

No longer feems the flcy all darkly ipread — 

Their 
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Their hearts no more in agony are bow'd. 

For prayers are fent to Heav'n, and promifes are vow'd, 

And years roll on ; his name is mentioned not ; 
His mem'ry feems to fleep, — ah ! 'tis not fo. 
Sorrows there are which may appear forgot. 
But does the heart forget to nurfe them ? No ! 
See his poor mother that dear portrait fhow. 
Where ftill fhe fees him, ardent, fair, and young ; 
She kifles it and weeps, as long ago 
She kiffed him when his arms were round her flung, 
Taking his lafl farewell. How much her heart was 
wrung ! 

And hear his father tell the mournful tale 
To younger children, trembling as they hear ; 
His cheeks flill fad, his looks more wan and pale, 
Whilft watchful eyes can mark the rifing tear. 

Thofe 
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Thofe youthful voices murmur, as in fear. 
He longs for one who cannot come again. 
The early loft, for ever doubly dear, 
" Our eldeft brother, who, on that dread plain, 
** His fpirit gave to God, his body to the flain." 

1855. 
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QUEEN KATHERINE'S DREAM. 



FROM HENRY Till. 




Spirits £ur, too fboa departed. 

Whither, whither are jre fled ? 
Leave me not, thus broken-hearted. 

Widowed, ere my mate be dead. 
Angels, wherefore fhow me flowers. 

Dazzling quite thefe tearfid eyes. 
If I may not count the hours 

Till my foul receives the prize ? 
Faithful maidens, near me weeping. 

Saw ye no unearthly light ? 

Watch'd 



Watch'd ye well whilift I was fleeping ? 

Mark'd ye not th' angelic flight ? 
Surely grief had fled for ever. 

In my dream my foul had refl: ; 
Henry ! hufl^and ! never, never. 

Torture thus another breafl: ! 
She, who always fought thy pleafure. 

She, who never crofl^ed thy will. 
Still thy wife, and once thy treafure. 

Why not love her fondly flill ? 
Gentle nurfes, in my forrow 

Making love my only throne. 
Will the funrife of to-morrow 

See you weeping here alone ? 
Scatter flowers, if you love me. 

Pure and fragrant o'er my bier ; 
Let no evil tongue reprove me, 

Henry was my idol here ! 



May 



May our infant daughter never 
Let his heart forget the paft ; 

See, my dream returns ! — for ever ! 
Katherine finds peace at laft. 



1856. 



ENIGMA. 
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ENIGMA. 



No. II. 



In mifery 'tis ever long. 

In happinefs too fiiort ; 
Unknown amid th' angelic throng. 

It flops at Heaven's port. 
It chafes youth's bright hopes away. 

And yet beneath its wing 
It hides a balm to cheer the day 

Of forrow's keeneift fting. 
It brings each pleafure to our arms. 

And foftens ev'ry crofs ; 
And yet, unmindful of its charms. 

We fcarcely feel its lofs. 



Oh! 



Oh ! love it better — ufe it well ! 

It muft forfake us all. 
And many bleeding hearts could tell 

They yearn for its recall. 
Oh ! treafure it each precious hour 

With anxious care to fave. 
And recoUeft it has the power 

To lead us to the grave ! ^ 



December znd^ 1856. 



TRANSLATIONS 



iSxiimUtiom^ 



THE LOVERS AT THE ST^^KE. 



FROM TASSO. 



Thus were they faften'd to the dreadful ftake. 
The flames already glitter at their feet. 
When the poor youth, in tones of anguifh, fpake 
To her, in this dread hour companion fweet, 
" In raging fires are we thus doom'd to meet, 
" Oh, dear one, whom I deftined for my bride ? 
" Is this a flame a lover's lip to greet ? 
" My dreams of rapture cruel Fates deride, 
" And fhe I loved fo well dies tortured by my 
fide! 

"Oh! 



^^ Oh flames more gende, promifed me by love, 
" My heart your thrilling fire fhall never fhare ! 
" Divided thus, are there no realms above 
^^ In which our fouls to bafk in joy may dare ? 
But dying thus, in tortures ftrange and rare, 
I worfhip Death, fince by thy fide I die ; 
" Be thefe our nuptials, thou my confort fair, 
" The fl:ake our altar, and my parting figh, 
** For thy fad fate alone, breathe anguifh to the 
fky!*' 
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" Oh ! welcome. Death ! my martyrdom is fweet, 
" Thus breaft to breaft our loving fouls fhall part ; 
" Thy lips my own in this laft hour fhall meet. 
And clofe to mine fhall throb thy dying heart : 
My hope in life, my all in death thou art." 
So fpoke the lover, and his ardent eyes 
Were dim with tears : he forrow'd to depart 

From 



« 
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From this fair world ; but ftie, his gentle prize. 
Soothed him with noble words of counfel, firm and 
wife: 
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Dear friend, thy thoughts are falling fliort of Heaven 
Oh ! ipend thefe laft few moments not on me ; 
Recall thy fins, and pray to be forgiven, — 
Our God is gracious when we bend the knee. 
" If borne for Him, fweet will our torments be. 
And Paradife fhall prove our dwelling bright. 
The fun above us fhines, and thoughts of glee 
My bofom cheer, beneath his wondrous light. 
Oh ! gaze above with hope, to us comes no more 
night !'* 

OSiober^ iS^j. 
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THE 



THE ADIEUX OF FONTAINEBLEAU. 

A Translation of Napoleon's Farewell Speech to his Guards, 

MADE IN THE GrEAT CoURT IN FRONT OF THE PaLACE AT 
FONTAINEBLEAU. 



Proud foldiers of my noble Guard 

Receive my laft farewell ! 
Your glory brings its own reward, 

Yet envies thofe who fell. 
For twenty years Napoleon's arm 

Has proudly led you on ; 
Your eyes, which ne'er beheld alarm. 

Have feen half Europe won. 
And now that Fortune lets me fall. 

And guides my path no more. 

Your 



Your hearts jftill own me, one and all. 

Your leader as before. 
And, did I wifh to mount again 

The throne I raifed fo high. 
My foes' appeal to arms were vain. 

If you, my Guards, were nigh ! 
Though France deferts me, bids me go. 

That France to me ftill dear. 
No ftrife for me fliall wake her woe. 

Nor caufe a fingle tear. 
I yield my claims to fpare the land 

I never can forget : 
I go ; but you, my glorious band. 

May live to fave her yet. 
Her wealth, her blifs, were all I fought. 

And ftill fliall be my prayer — • 
May France with every joy be fraught, 

Without Napoleon there. 

Weep 
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Weep not for me, I ftill may live 

To fee you fliine once more ; 
And Hiftory the tale fliall give 

Of battles won before. 
Farewell, my children ! could I prefs 

Each dear one to my heart. 
My inward fervent prayer fliould blefs 

Each foldier ere we part. 
Soldiers, farewell ! continue brave; 

My fons, be ever true ; 
Napoleon, till he feeks his grave. 

Will always pray for you. 
Where'er you go, believe me nigh 

My heart fhall ever be ; 
And let " Napoleon " be the cry 

That leads to vidtory ! 



Auguji 1 8, 1855. 



FROM 
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I 

FROM THE ITALIAN. 



The Paft has no place 
Save what memory gives, 
The Future exifts but 
In hope that deceives. 

The Prefent alone 
Has a moment of breath. 
Our bofom it enters. 
And haftens to death. 

So does our mortal life contain 

Sad memories, vain hopes, and prefent pain ! 

November f 1856. 

ACROSTICS. 
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ON JOHN BYNG. 



J usTiCE, with horror, faw thy cruel fate, 
O h child of Neptune, his poor martyred fon ! 
H ow many tears were flied for thee, too late, 
N o friendly voice forbade the murdVing gun. 

B ritain ! a hundred years have paffed away, 
Y et Byng's fad memory reproves thee ftUl ; 
N or can we pafs without a figh this day, 
G rieving that England once was prompt to kill. 

March 14, 1857. 



ON 



ON TROJAN. 



T iME pafles on ; but thefe anceftral halls 

R etain thy likenefs, Trojan, on their walls. 

O 'er Sundorne's fertile meads, by Severn nurfed, 

J uft pride of Corbet's pack, thy Ipeed was firft. 

A fliadow of the paft, we love thy name, 

N or lofe the fervant's in his matter's fame.* 



i860. 



ON 



ON SHAKESPEAR. 



S HALL we complain that Europe's greateft bard 

Has no interpreter ? that Fate, too hard 

A nd ftern, has clofed her gate ? No ! in our day 

K indly it opes, and Fechter leads the way : 

E ach poet's dream embodied by his power, 

S weet Avon's fwan forefaw no drearer hour. 

P ofTefled of life, th' immortal pidtures move, 

E nforce our pity and awake our love ; 

A gain we commune with the countlefs dead, 

R evere the paft, nor think of it as fled. 

1861. 
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TO A MOTHER'S MEMORY, 

By Her Children, on the Anniversary of Her Death. 



Dear Mother, whom our childifli eyes have feen, 
But whofe fair face our mem'ry cannot paint. 
Still the fond heart remembers ! thou haft been. 
And art, our mother ftill, our guardian faint. 
This day beheld thee die, and twenty years 
Have not effaced the footprints of the paft ; 
Thy children's eyes this day overflow with tears. 
Their earlieft forrow muft for ever laft. 
Thy fate was fad — ^fo young, fo good, yet gay, 
Adorn'd with treafures both of heart and mind. 

To 



To wither inch by inch, and day by day, — 
In all thy pain, thy pale lips ne'er repined. 
Alone to die ! no kindly voice to Ipeak 
Some foothing words before a change fo vaft ; 
No loving lips to prefs thy gentle cheek. 
No arms to hold thee as thy fpirit pafled ! 
Alone to die! to feek an unknown fliore, ^ 
With none to fliare the foretafte of thy blifs ; 
No power to blefs each darling child once more. 
Or to receive their father's parting kifs ! 
And yet our little voices in the hall 
May have been mufic to thy dying ear : 
Thy lips perchance a faint farewell let fall. 
And God alone obferved the final tear. 
His Book was by thee, and we dare not fay 
Whether thou waft in that dread hour alone ; 
Thy Saviour was not far, and endlefs day 
Received the foul whofe earthly toil was done. 

Thy 



Thy children love thee ftill ! thy name is fweet ! 
Always to them this day feems dark and fad ; 
Their deareft hope is once again to meet. 
All in the image of their Maker clad. 
Thy fecond-born has joined thee ; but thine eyes 
Follow fbme wanderers on this weary earth ; 
Death cannot fever : he confirms the ties 
Which bind us to the authors of our birth. 
Farewell, dear mother ! — " yet a little while," 
And Heaven's delight fhall banifh thoughts of woe ; 
Together may we fhare our Saviour^s fmile. 
And find the mother loft too foon below. 

1858. 
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A SISTER TO A BROTHER'S SPIRIT. 

(Set to the Air of the " Convent Bell.") 



Oh, Brother ! whom I loved. 

Perchance too dearly. 
The lapfe of time has proved 

My heart ftill near thee ! 
It holds thy image ftill. 
Its dreary void to fill. 
Though Death, with finger chill. 

Had broke it nearly. 

Oh, Brother ! thou alone 

Not at my wedding ! 
Thy fifter, ftiU thine own, 

A tear is ftiedding. 



No 





No kifs from thee to have ! 
Around thy diftant grave, 
Atlantic billows lave — 
No feet are treading. 

To ***** on that day. 

Prove thou haft miifed her ; 
Oh ! let her fondly fay 

Thy lips have kifTed her ! 
In fpirit join the prayer. 
That God would give that pair 
The Heaven thou doft fliare, — 
Be near thy fitter ! 

1856. 



TO 




TO AN INFANT WHO DIED IN THE 

YEAR i860. 



Borne from my arms to breathe angelic air. 
Wafted to Heaven on the wings of prayer. 

My Sybil refts in peace ! 
I pray'd that happineis might be her lot. 
But in my fondeft vifions ftill forgot 

All earthly joys muft ceafe ! 

The Sabbath fun flied on her dying brow 
A ray from Him who claims her fpirit now. 

Who lent her for awhile. 
Moft blefled child ! upon thy tiny bier 
I dropped reludtantly a parting tear. 

For thou didft feem to fmile. 

Sweet 



Sweet flowers of earth lie on thy bofom cold. 
Thy blue eyes now thy Father's face behold ! 

Why do our hearts repine ? 
Thy little fifter has no joys to come 
Compared to thofe which wait thy welcome home : 

A happier lot is thine ! 

Aprils i860. 



THE 

H 1 



THE LOST TRIO. 



Three are taken ! Three are fled ! 
Three, our early, blefTed, dead ! 
Far from forrow, fafe at reft. 
Three lie on their Saviour's breaft. 
Flowerets three, efcaped our love, 
Bloflbm new in realms above ; 
Three, life's ftony path fcarce trod. 
Now invite our fteps to God ! 
In our hearts a pang remains. 
Sorrow for their earthly pains ; 
Oft unbidden to our eyes 
Tears for blighted buds arife ! 

Memory 



Mem'ry clings to vanifli'd hours. 
When our three immortal flowers 
Seem*d to give us promife fair. 
Fleeting fcenes on earth to fhare. 
But o'er Sorrow's fable pall 
Rays of hope in mercy fall. 
To fliow us, far beyond the grave. 
Our children fafe with God who gave ! 



1861. 



MACAULAY, 



MACAULAY. 



Rest in the Abbey ! none of purer fame 
To Weftminfter's great death-roll lend a name ! 
With mind unfhatter*d, frame unbent by years, 
Macaulay dies, and leaves the world in tears ! 
Who more has ftirr'd our hearts to love the land 
Where Liberty and Peace join hand in hand ? 
Whofe melting lays have touched our feelings more, 
Infpiring love where all was cold before ? 
Hiftorian of our hearts ! with the fad bell 
Which tolls for thee, all England breathes a knell. 
Time ufliers in the new-born year with gloom. 
The date of which fhall mark Macaulay*s tomb ; 

And 



And tears are trembling on Britannia's cheeks 
For the firft writer of the tongue fhe fpeaks ; 
Whofe thoughts unfuUied, clad in lofty ftyle. 
Built for their temple an eternal pile. 
With words like Grecian columns of the paft, 
Whofe gorgeous beauty fhall for ever laft. 
We do not mourn alone — a fitter Iphere 
O'er Irving's grave but lately dropt a tear ; 
And with us now the wide world mourns the day 
Which faw Macaulay's fpirit pais away ! 
We weep not for him that his life is o'er. 
But for ourfelves, who hear his voice no more ; 
For eloquence unmatch'd, and genius flown 
From the great fenate where it reign'd alone. 
Death came too quickly ! on the old year's breaft. 
He hufh'd Macaulay to eternal reft. 



1859. 



ON 




ON THE DEATH OF RR.H. THE 
DUCHESS OF KENT. 



Death has led the feet of Sorrow 
To fair England's royal home- 
Thoughts of many a clouded morrow 
To " Vidioria's " bofom come. 
One (he loved, revered, and cherifli'd. 
One who taught her noble deeds. 
Slowly into duft has perifli'd. 
And the heart of England bleeds. 
Far from all the fcenes of glory. 
Where the child (he loved fo well 
Reigns, to leave a name in ftory 
Which may ad: as Virtue's Ipell ; 
Far from all the little flow'rs 
Blooming on that precious item. 

She 



ON THE DEATH OF A LADY AGED 98. 



Close her eyes to mortal forrow. 
Long they gazed on earth's dull ftage. 
Few the joys her life could borrow 
Stranded on the fliores of Age ! 
Like a fliip whofe crqw has perifh'd. 
Like a tree whofe leaves are flied, 
Ev'ry friend her youth had cherifli'd 
From the world before her fled. 
Fold the hands which labour'd nearly 
In God's work a hundred years ; 
Let the poor, who loved her dearly. 
Pay their humble meed of tears. 



AU 



All her joys on earth feem'd ended, 
Muft fhe pray and linger ftill ? 
God, the helplels poor befriended. 
Sparing her to work His will ! 
Dead to earthly care and pleafure 
Had her fpirit been for long. 
Heaven claim'd her heart's beft treafure, 
Bade her join its faintly throng. 
Solemn mafles echoed fadly 
Near the couch of final pain. 
She, who met her fummons gladly. 
Had not ferved her God in vain. 
Through the Vale of Shadows dreary. 
Darkened by Death*s fable wings. 
Faith upheld her footfleps weary. 
Led her to the " King of Kings ! 



99 6 



Auguft^ 1861. 



PORTUGAL'S 



PORTUGAL'S PRAYER FOR HER 

SOVEREIGN. 



Kneeling, tearful, broken-hearted, 
Stunned by Sorrow's fecond blow, 
Sunfliine from her fhore departed, 
Portugal's bright hopes are low. 
Hark ! a cry of lamentation 
Mingles with her prayer to Heaven : — 
" Spare, O God ! this ftricken nation. 
Save the King Thy grace has given. 
Few his years when fhe who bore him 
Left him on her trembling throne ; 
He has faved it ; oh ! reftore him. 
Shield him till his work be done. 

Life's 






Life's fair morn of dazzling vifion 
Seem*d to him the working hour ; 
Juftice, mercy, mild decifion, — 
They were his, unipoilt by pow'r. 
He, our King, with ftrength infpired. 
Lately watch'd the bed of death. 
Stood with patience, all untired, 
Clofe to Fever's blighting breath. 
He, with robes of earthly glory, 
Daily fought to bear the crofs, 
Liften'd to the poor man's ftory, 
Cheer'd the mourner in his lofs. 
God, who watch'd him meekly trying 
In his youth to ferve his Lord, 
Strengthen'd him to foothe the dying. 
And delay'd Death's poifon'd fword : 
Thus preferred, the clouds of danger 

Seem'd averted by our prayer ; 

Soon 




Soon, a lovely bridal ftranger 
Comes, our grateful love to fliare. 
Short the time, and fweet the hours. 
To that royal couple given — 
Withered, like her myrtle flowers, 
•* Stephanie '* blooms now in Heaven, 

Portugal in defolation, 
Mourn'd her monarch's lonely lot, 
Pedro, weeping with his nation, 

■ 

Still in anguifli murmur'd not : 
Now, the muffled bell of forrow 
Seems once more about to toll ; 
Shall the radiant hoft to-morrow. 
Welcome Pedro's ranfom'd foul ? " 



Hufli ! it is the evening hour, 
Mercy's gentle wings are fpread. 



He, 




He, your King, is paffed from pow'r, 
God has laid him with the dead. 
Dead ! ah no ! your King is living 
Safe with One who rules above. 
Who, Almighty, kind, forgiving. 
Shall protect you with His love. 



November y 1861. 



AN 



^. ^ 



(9o) 



AN APPEAL FOR NEW HARTLEY. 



The hour of work was come; — a ftalwart band 

Their humble homes forfbok with cheerful tread ; 
Some went with fons they loved, fbme waved the hand 

To happy wives, who knew no thought of dread. 
' Some on that day commenced their toil for bread. 

And, full of hope, went whifUing on their way : 
They too would earn a home, they too would wed. 

For them the fun flione on that wintry day ; 

And thus they near'd the pit : who thought of 
death ? Did they ? 

We may not guefe. Perchance a whifper'd prayer 

Rofe to their Maker as they fank from fight. 

And 



And flowly enter'd darknefs. Who fliall dare 

To fay the foul does ne'er forefee her flight ? 
Down in thofe gloomy paflages of night. 

They feek the fable wealth pafl ages gave ; 
Old hands inftrudl the new, all hearts are light. 

Though humid walls fliut in thofe hard-work*d 
brave, — 

Alas ! fo near their end, they toil within their grave ! 

For fuch that grim pit proved. One crafli ! no more. 

And Death draws near in his moft dread domain ! 
Sounds of diftrels pierce through ; but all is o'er. 

One giant tomb engulphs the living flain. 
Their hearts beat madly, but they beat in vain ; 

Where Darknefs rules, Hope in her terror flies. 
Strong in defpair, they flrike, again ! again ! 

For Home's dear hearth they ftruggle, fweetefl prize ! 

Are no kind Angels near ? In health each prifoner 
dies ! None 



None lived to tell their pain ! but Christ was near. 

He pierced that fatal cave frefli hope to bring ; 
Deep in earth's cold embrace He calm'd their fear. 

And robb'd the ftern Deftroyer of his fting. 
Death flew them gently, for a mightier King, 

Unloofed the bands no mortal help had riv'n — 
They flept at laft beneath God's boundlefs wing. 

E'en in that noifome grave new life was giv'n ; 

Entomb'd, as once their Lord, they rofe through 
Him to Heav'n. 



With them " 'tis well ; " but defolation reigns 
Above their fepulchre : their women mourn 

They were not by to foothe their dear ones' pains : 
This is their bitt'refl thought. Left fad and lorn. 

They think not of themfelves ; but their new-born. 
Their little orphans, muft they drop and die ? 

Is ev'ry father loft ? By forrow torn 

Thus 



Thus wail the broken-hearted ; but their cry 
Is not unheard by One, who wipes the mourner's 
eye. 



cently their gentle Sov'reign's woe 
fed thefe to weep, and now their pangs 
ftiares. 



But rec( 

Caufed thefe to weep, and now their pangs flie 
fhares. 
Sweet was her fympathy ! they loved to know 

" Vidioria,*' in her forrow, grieved for theirs. 
" BlefTed are they that mourn ;'* the widow's cares 

A heavenly hand dilpels, and points above ; 
Nor fliall man's aid be wanting, — England wears 

The robe of Charity fulfilling Love. 

May thefe afflidted hearts our Chriftian kindnefs 
prove.' 

1862. 



THE 



THE SACRED STONE. 



Faith plants this facred ftone on holy foil. 

And afks once more the help of human toil, 

A fecond temple for her Lord to rear. 

Where Hope fhall flourifti, whence be banifti'd Fear. 

That ancient fane wherein our fathers pray'd 

Has join'd the duft of which their forms were made ; 

For Time, who fpares not confecrated piles. 

Waved his dark wing above the trembling aides ; 

And as we mourn'd their gradual, fad decay. 

We own'd this truth — " man's works muft pafs away." 

Not fo the words of God, — though years have flown. 

The Bible and the Church are ftill our own ; 

The fame pure waters fill the font of love. 

The fame fweet maxims guide young hearts above ; 

Still 



Still falls God's bleffing on the newly-wed. 
Still on each grave immortal light is flied ! 
Farewell ! then, holy manfion of the paft, 
In thee we found a treafure which fhall laft ; 
And thofe dear worfliippers who fleep around 
Shall greet with us the trumpet's wifli'd-for found ; 
When countlefs congregations, joined in one. 
Shall ftart to endlefs life in Christ begun ! 
Come then ! ye builders of the hallow'd walls, 
Renew your Sandiu'ry — your Saviour calls ! 
Above it fhall be fpread His foftering wings. 
Its echo'd Pfalms fhall laud the " King of Kings ! " 
Here fhall the feed be fown in faith and pow'r. 
On grateful foil, to bloom a radiant flow'r ! 
Here fhall our children lifp a prayer to Him 
Whofe boundlefs Throne is girt with Cherubim ; 
And thofe whofe painful path is nearly trod. 
Shall, ere they go, receive new flrength from God ; 

Whilfl 



Whilft thofe whom Doubt's diftradting fingers tear. 

Shall learn on Whom to caft their load of care ! 

We build to ferve no Mafter fave the Lord, 

Our ark of faith refts firmly on His word ; 

Then let each clamorous voice of fchifm ceafe — 

No cries of " Party " mar our Chriftian peace : 

One Lord, one Faith, one Baptifm we hold, — 

One Shepherd guides us to the eternal fold ! 

Shall we, who ferve one Captain, fight apart. 

Or meet th' enemy with united heart ? 

Oh ! march together — bear the Ipotlefs fhield. 

And drive each traitorous fceptic from the field ! 

One Saviour died for all— one God alone 

Shall fave our Church, and guard each " Sacred Stone. 

1862. 



THE 



THE 

GARLANDS OF ST. GEORGE'S CHAPEL. 



Unconscious tokens of the deepeft grief. 

Sweet oiFVings from the heart which loved him beft ! 

Ye fpeak to us of one whofe time was brief. 
Who early paffed to his Redeemer's reft. 

Oh ! garlands, hallow'd by the mourner's tears, 
Your fragrance dies above that much-loved duft : 

Not fo the Nation's forrow, — far-off years 
Shall ne'er efface " the mem'ry of the juft." 

Who would not weep in paffing by thofe flowers ? 

They tell the pooreft that their Queen is lone ; 
And thofe who knew the dead, and fhared his hours 

Of earthly joy, gaze fadly on the ft one. 

" Pafs 



" Pafs on :" fit words ; how few have time to grieve ! 

The world's great meeting may be drawing nigh. 
" Pafs on :" but as ye go your tribute leave — 

A prayer for her who watch'd her hufband die. 

She ftands alone, in greatnefs and in woe. 
As fome fi'ail bark, its faithful pilot gone ; 

Monarch of countlefs lands ! in grief more low 
Than ever fubjeft was — more truly lone ! 

May fhe whofe royal hands entwined thofe flowers 
Look up, through faith, to Heaven's eternal fhore ; 

Where God, who foothed her in her darkefl: hours. 
Shall join the parted, ne'er to part them more ! 

Auguji 31, 1862. 



1863. 



1863. 



The midnight of our grief is nearly paft. 

To come no more ! 
The cruel fteps of Want are failing faft — 

His reign is o*er. 
Our Saviour prolper'd ev'ry tear we fhed 

For others* pain. 
At Pity's voice the fearching pangs are fled. 

Of Hunger's train. 
Still there is work to do ; not yet the morn 

Has cleared each cloud ; 
Our hearts mufl fuccour thofe by forrow worn. 

Who near'd the fhroud ! 
On them, on allj the New Year gently fmiles — 

We greet a " Bride." 

Hope 



Hope leads her to the " Widow of our Ifles/' 

So keenly tried ! 
The darken'd Palace, whofe lov*d guide is gone. 

Lets in a ray — 
A ftream of light upon the fombre throne. 

To promife day. 
The God who fhields our Queen, and led the feet 

Of him who died. 
Hath fcatter'd bleflings from His mercy-feat. 

Our tears hath dried. 
Lord of us all ! beneath Thy healing wings 

Our woes (hall ceafe. 
In this New Year, which ev'ry promife brings, 

" Grant us Thy Peace ! " 



NOTES. 



NOTES. 



Note i. — Page 35. 
The letter " S." 

Note 2. — Page 43. 

Pilatus is the name of a rocky mountain near Lucerne, and is fuppofed 
by the Swifs peafantry to be haunted by the ghofl of Pilate, the Saviour's 
judge. It contains a fmall lake, and has a peculiar appearance, being 
generally veiled in clouds till near the fummit, which is fharply pointed, 
and Hands out in drong relief againft the fky. 

Note 3. — Page 60. 
"Time/' 



Note 4. — Page 69. 

"Trojan "was a very celebrated fox-bound in the well-known pack 
kept at Sundome Caftle, Salop, for many years, by John Corbet, Efq. 

Note 5. — Page 79. 

Thefe lines were written on the death of three young children, within 

a (hort interval, in one family. 

Note 6. 



Note 6. — Page 8j. 

Thefe lines are a tribute to the memory of Anne, Countels Dowager 
of Newburgb, a benevolent Roman Catholic lady, who died at Slindon 
Houfe, near Arundel, 4th Augufl, 1861, aged 98. 

Note 7. — Page 93. 

Thefe verfes were fold for the benefit of the fufferers by the accident 
at New Hartley, and realifed upwards of 0^32 by a fale at Bideford, 
Devon. 

Note 8. — Page 96. 

Thefe lines were written by fpecial requefl for the benefit of the Church 
Rei^ration Fund at Bideford, Devon. 
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